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DEDICATION 

INTO  Thy  keeping,  Beloved,  I  give  this  book ; 

Into  Thy  keeping,  my  Redemption,  my  Salvation. 

Lay  it  upon  Thy  heart,  and  Thou  shalt  behold  a  spirit. 

I  am  eternal. 

Words  shall  perish,  and  the  ages  sink  in  dust, 

But  I  live  on  for  ever. 

In  the  peace  of  the  eternal  evening  I  shall  find  Thee, 

In  the  garden  I  shall  behold  Thee,  O  my  beloved, 

Into  whose  keeping  I  give  this  book. 
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SONG 


THE  breezes  blow  from  the  orange  grove, 

And  the  earth  is  hushed  and  still : 
In  blissful  silence  let  us  rove 

Through  the  cedars  on  the  hill. 
Thou  art  full,  O  my  Soul,  as  the  gem-studded  bowl 
Of  the  glittering  night  with  its  sweet  delight. 

ii 

Let  us  gaze  from  the  cedars  down  to  the  sea, 

And  watch  the  young  moon  sink 
In  her  silver  path  so  silently 

Beyond  the  broad  sea's  brink. 
Thou  art  full,  O  my  soul,  and  thy  life  is  whole ; 
Thou  art  one  in  delight  with  the  lustrous  night. 

in 

The  fire-flies  streak  the  woodland  aisle, 

And  the  nightingale  doth  pour 
Her  heart  in  melody  the  while 

We  wander  to  the  shore. 

Thou  art  full,  O  my  soul !     Is  this  not  life's  goal  ? 
Let  us  follow  the  night  in  its  pauseless  flight 
As  the  untold  aeons  roll. 


THE    SPIRES    OF    TOURNAI 

THE  far-famed  five-fold  belfry  of  Tournai, 
Eight  hundred  years  have  rolled  above  its  spires, 
And  as  I  gaze  on  them  my  mind  admires 
Their  high,  majestic,  quintuple  array, 
Lifting  the  eyes  of  poor  mankind  away 
Beyond  the  stale  environment  of  life, 
Its  noisy  clamour  and  unending  strife, 
Its  joys,  its  sorrows,  and  its  vain  display, 
Towards  the  infinitely  great  domain 
Of  God.     What  man  can  look  upon  the  sky 
Without  there  flashing  through  his  mind  disdain 
Of  all  the  smallness  life  is  trammelled  by  ? 

How  many  have  they  lifted  from  their  care, 
These  five  evangelists  of  Hainault  stone, 
Infinitude  of  grandeur  to  them  shown, 
Till  of  their  woes  they  ceased  to  be  aware  ? 
In  all  these  years  they  have  not  ceased  to  bear 
This  testimony  day  or  night  of  God : 
"  Ye  will  not  find  Him,  ye  who  hourly  plod 
With  thoughts  turned  inward  on  your  own  affair ! 
Look  up !     Look  up,  ye  men,  and  think  on  Him  ! 
And  who  shall  say  that  they  were  built  in  vain, 
The  laboured  satisfaction  of  a  whim, 
On  time  and  toil  and  wealth  a  useless  drain  ? 
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WILLOW-PATTERN    CHINA 

BLUE  tile, 

Thou  didst  in  far  off  childhood  days  beguile 
Those  tedious  moments  when  for  some  offence 
We  were  condemned  to  irksome  abstinence 
At  meals.     Then  thou  didst  tell  a  strange,  strange  tale 
Of  fascinating  lands  beyond  the  pale 
Of  our  experience.     Now  I  love  thee  more. 
Quaint  porcelain  of  Canton,  than  e'er  before. 
Thy  tranquil  inland  seas  as  happy  seem 
As  some  enchanted  haven  of  a  dream. 
The  sweetest  dream  of  all  Oneiros'  hoard 
Would  be  to  sail  one  summer's  day  aboard 
Thy  distant  bark  before  a  perfumed  breeze, 
Slow  threading  isles  begirt  with  willow-trees, 
Whose  drooping  branches  whisper  to  the  wind 
Their  plaintive  confidence  of  maids  unkind, 
Deserters  of  their  shade,  and  past  thy  bridge 
And  quaint  pagoda  standing  'neath  the  ridge, 
Uplifting  tier  on  tier  its  airy  zones, 
And  watching  smiling  girls  in  silken  gowns 
Who  blow  me  kisses ;  and  the  trailing  flights 
Of  water-fowl — dear  land  of  rare  delights  ! 
Did  there  exist  a  paradise  like  this 
Of  thine,  blue  Canton,  upon  earth,  I  wis 
What  I  would  do,  my  goods  I'd  sell, 
And  find  it,  and  for  evermore  there  dwell 
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A    RUSTIC    COMEDY 

ONE  evening  on  the  mountain's  flank, 
Among  the  grasses  rich  and  rank, 
I  watched  some  cattle  move. 

A  maid  some  eighteen  summers  old, 
Armed  with  a  hazel  switch,  made  bold 
To  guide  the  stubborn  drove. 

The  gentle  blows  of  her  round  arms 
Produced  no  very  great  alarms 
Within  the  bovine  breasts. 

They'd  halt  beneath  the  very  whack, 
And  deftly  crop  some  tempting  snack 
Ere  doing  her  behests. 

And  thus  by  dint  of  voice  and  switch, 
Urged  by  the  sonsy  mountain  witch, 
They  came  towards  their  byre. 

And  there  that  bud  of  womanhood, 
So  lovely,  patient,  and  so  good, 
So  neat  in  her  attire, 

Her  comely,  frank,  and  winsome  face, 
Reflecting  every  maiden  grace 
Which  steals  men's  hearts  away 
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A    RUSTIC    COMEDY 

Stole  mine  at  once  in  that  first  glance, 
And  left  me  mazed  .in  a^trance 
As  she  went  on  her  way. 

"  Oh,  give  me  back  my  heart,"  I  cried, 
"  Or  be  not  in  exchange  denied 
Your  own  pure  crystal  shrine. 

"  You  can't,  you  can't  so  cruel  be, 
To  rob  me  thus,  and  then  leave  me ; 
Oh,  give  me  back  what's  mine  ! " 

She  heeded  not,  nor  answered  back, 
But,  pouting,  gave  the  bull  a  smack, 
Which  broke  her  switch  in  twain. 

The  beast,  astonished  by  the  blow, 
For  none  before  had  scourged  him  so, 
And  smarting  with  the  pain, 

With  tail  erected  turned  him  round, 
And  starting  forward  with  a  bound, 
He,  bellowing,  for  me  came. 

Incontinent,  I  yelled  and  fled ; 

I  thought  myself  already  dead, 

And  she  alone  to  blame. 

How  long  I  ran  I  do  not  know, 
I  ran  as  hard  as  I  could  go — 
He  got  me  all  the  same  ! 


A    RUSTIC    COMEDY 

When  I  recovered  from  my  swoon 
I  was  enjoying  every  boon 
The  injured  can  receive  ; 

Though  stiff  and  sore  and  tightly  bound, 
My  limbs  were  all  completely  sound, 
Which  did  me  much  relieve  : 

'Twas  in  a  clean  and  cosy  room, 
The  gentle  humming  of  a  loom 
Resounded  in  my  ears. 

And  when  I  tried  to  move  and  see 
Whoever  in  the  room  might  be, 
And  solve  my  doubts  and  fears, 

There  came  soft  footsteps  to  my  bed, 
A  voice  as  sweet  as  music  said, 
"  Unfortunate,  keep  still ; 

"  I  am  that  wretch  to  whom  you  cried — 
'  Give  back  my  heart,  or  be  my  bride ' — 
I  could  myself  now  kill. 

"  Unhappy  swain,  I'll  not  restore 
The  thing  I  stole,  for  evermore 
I'll  keep  that  treasure  hid. 

"  I  pray  you,  pray  you,  not  repine, 
But,  if  you  will,  oh,  please  take  mine." 
And,  need  I  say,  I  did. 
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SABBATH    SONG 

OH,  day  of  Peace 

On  which  our  weekly  labours  cease, 

And  head  and  hand 

Repose  at  Thy  divine  command  ! 

Oh,  day  of  change 

On  which  our  toil-worn  spirits  range 

From  earth  away 

And  upward  soar  this  hallowed  day  ! 

Oh,  day  of  bells, 

Whose  joyous  peal  some  message  tells 

The  burdened  soul, 

Encouraging  to  press  towards  the  goal ! 

Look  down  this  day 

With  mercy,  Lord,  on  all  who  stray ; 

The  broken  heart 

Make  whole  with  Thy  most  tender  art ! 

The  shattered  mind 

Restore  !     Give  comfort  to  the  blind ; 

And  for  myself  I  pray 

But  strength  to  go  my  lonely  way. 
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THE    LEATHER    TANKARD 

THEY  say, 

Old  leathern  tankard,  you  were  brought  to  light 
When  three  long  centuries  of  blackest  night 
In  musty  vault  beyond  the  light  of  day 
You  had  kept  silent  company  in  dust 
With  odds  and  ends,  which  long  decay  and  rust 
Had  worked  their  slow  disintegration  on. 
I  would  I  knew  the  memories  you  did  con 
The  while  decay  with  ever-foiled  maw 
Your  silver  lips  and  leather  flanks  did  gnaw. 
And  when  young  Falstaff  found  that  ancient  hoard, 
You  were  renewed  and  set  upon  the  board 
To  serve  once  more  the  brimming  bumper  toast 
And  emphasize  the  long  ancestral  boast. 
Three  hundred  years  !     By  heavens  !  with  what  a  stride 
You  bring  the  bygone  ages  to  my  side 
And  separated  generations  link, 
A  loving  cup.     It  is  my  turn  !     I  drink 
All  honour  to  the  dead  whose  blood  still  flows 
Within  my  veins,  and  victory  to  those 
Whose  lips  shall  press  hereafter  your  bright  rim — 
May  God  transmit  to  them  undimmed  our  ancient  vim. 
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STORM    AND    STRESS 


STORM    AND    STRESS 

REPRESS,  O  fool,  that  perilous  dear  hope, 
Lest  shattering  it  fall,  the  crushing  cope 
Of  all  thy  grief,  and  wreck  thy  reason  too. 
Ah,  give  thy  mind  employ  of  saner  scope. 

As  swings  the  pendulum  of  some  great  clock, 
Or  steeples  on  earth's  quaking  surface  rock, 
So  oscillates  thy  tortured  mind  between 
Conflicting  courses,  reeling  at  each  shock. 

Desist  until  this  agitation  ease  ; 
Stand  fast  until  the  fierce  vibrations  cease. 
When  fixed  the  centre  of  that  sickening  swing, 
If  still  thou'rt  sane,  it  marks  the  course  to  seize. 

Far  from  the  day  a  clanging  bell  doth  toll, 
'Mid  chasms  vast  and  dark  its  echoes  roll — 
Come,  place  thine  ear  upon  the  ground  and  hark  ! 
It  is  the  fearful  sobbing  of  a  soul. 

Behold  that  rock  amid  the  foaming  deep, 
And  how  the  billows  thundering  o'er  it  sweep. 
Yea  !     Is  it  not  a  tortured  heart  round  which 
Love,  anguish  and  despair  in  chaos  leap  ? 
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STORM    AND    STRESS 

Fear  not,  'tis  adamant,  and  its  foundations  spring 
From  earth's  hot  bowels,  and  in  vain  thou'lt  fling, 
O  ocean,  all  thy  crested  squadrons,  for 
Thou  canst  not  break  or  shake  its  solid  ring. 

An  hour  or  two,  the  tide  will  then  recede 
And  leave  it  dripping  in  its  garb  of  weed, 
While  children  sport  about  its  jagged  face, 
So  too  shalt  thou  be  from  thy  torments  freed. 

Look  up,  take  comfort,  for  thy  bitter  tears 

Fall  not  unheeded,  there  is  One  who  hears 

Thee.     Yet  thou  wouldst  not  shun  the  furnace  which 

Of  all  impurities  the  metal  clears  ? 

Take  heart.     The  blackest  sky  turns  blue  again, 
The  sun  shines  sweetest  through  a  mist  of  rain. 
Look  on  the  countenance  of  Nature,  and 
Thou  shalt  not  fail  to  smile  for  all  thy  pain. 

The  tiny  clouds  which  fleck  a  western  sky 
When  glowing  with  the  sunset's  gorgeous  dye, 
Gaze  thou  on  them  and  feel  at  peace.     Are  they 
Not  toils  and  troubles  long  ago  passed  by  ? 

For  once  they  spread  in  menace  o'er  our  heads, 
So  darkly  threatening  life's  slender  threads, 
But  now  have  passed,  and  in  what  sweet  relief 
This  peace  stands  out  against  those  distant  dreads. 
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STORM  AND   STRESS 

Far  up  the  aisle  of  interlacing  trees, 

While  leaning  on  his  staff  the  pilgrim  sees 

A  distant  glimpse  of  heavenly  blue,  and  sighs, 

"  Thou  hope-viewed  triumph,  won  by  hard  degrees." 

Come,  smite  the  poet's  heart  and  make  it  ring 

With  melody,  and  hurt  it  that  it  sing 

Its  agonies,  and  then,  that  music  change ; 

Some  tender  joy,  some  comfort  to  it  bring, 

And  thus  shalt  thou  enjoy  its  total  range 

Of  sweetness  till  the  subtle  instrument 

Is  worn,  and  all  the  melodies  once  pent 

Within  it  turned  to  tones  most  harsh  and  strange — 

Then  let  it  die,  its  usefulness  is  spent. 

When  all  alone  I  stood  upon  the  brink 

Of  Death's  dark  bourne,  and  scarce  there  seemed  one  link 

To  hold  me  still  to  life,  I  looked  on  earth 

As  it  did  slow  recede  away  and  sink, 

And  knew  of  all  I'd  sought  the  trivial  worth. 

My  high  ambition  mocked  my  withered  hope 

As  broken,  weary,  dazed  I  knelt  to  grope 

For  that  last  bitter  draught  which  I  should  drink. 

There  in  the  ebon  flood,  so  still,  so  pure, 

I  saw  that  knowledge,  fame,  cold  virtue  bore 

No  value.     Vainly  did  my  soul  appeal 

To  them  for  any  comfort  at  Death's  door, 

For  Death  did  all  their  vanity  reveal. 

Yet  in  my  bitterness  I  fondly  dwelt 
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STORM    AND    STRESS 

On  love,  and  in  my  fading  being  felt 

That  love  was  stronger  then  than  e'er  before. 

Shine  on,  thou  beacon,  through  the  storms  of  woe, 
Illumine  with  thy  bright  and  constant  glow 
The  all-devouring  gloom,  the  pitchy  night ; 
Shine  steadily,  thou  beacon-love,  and  show 
The  haven  to  my  anxious  straining  sight, 
In  which  at  length  this  battered,  storm-tossed  bark 
Shall  rest.     Shine  on,  thou  tranquil,  beaming  mark 
And  guide  me  through  the  dangers  infinite. 

Instruct  my  heart,  O  thou  beloved  Muse, 

How  I  this  day  thy  gift  of  song  shall  use, 

For  land  and  sea  are  wrapt  in  vapours  cold, 

Opaque  and  dark,  and  yesterday's  bright  hues 

Are  blotted  out,  the  humid  fogs  enfold 

The  sun,  most  pale  and  wan  he  doth  appear. 

His  thwarted  strength  but  makes  the  world  more  drear. 

But  still  Love  reigns,  its  wonders  all  untold. 
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CHIMES 

THE  sweet  carillon  rings, 
And  on  the  breezes  flings 
Its  liquid  notes, 
Their  music  floats 
Upon  aerial  wings. 

How  many  ears  it  greets 

With  tales  of  how  time  fleets, 

Or  soothes  life's  round 

With  tender  sound, 

And  joyously  repeats 

Its  welcome  songs 

To  toiling  throngs 

That  surge  along  the  streets. 

And  as  its  soft  notes  die 

I  heave  a  happy  sigh, 

That  even  here 

Our  God  is  near 

And  hears  His  children's  cry. 


NATURE 

SPIRIT  divine,  so  glorious  and  so  sad 

In  all  thy  visible  aspects  manifold, 

Of  billowy  forest,  wonder-space  of  wold, 

And  mournful  marsh  and  mountain  chaos  clad 

With  shimmering  snows,  and  fruitful  lands,  like  a  plaid 

All  chequered,  and  dew-gemmed  at  dawn ; 

Of  ocean  desolate  and  tempest  torn, 

Like  my  own  soul,  convulsed,  confused  and  mad ; 

Of  sunlit  vales  as  fair  as  lorn  love's  dreams, 

Of  spiky  crags  and  vague,  horrific  chasms, 

And  lonely  azure  lakes  and  mighty  streams, 

And  frozen  continents  and  fiery  plasms — 

To  be  with  thee  alone  I  do  not  dare, 

Thy  sorrow  cries  too  loud  to  my  despair. 
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DAMOCLES 

IN  strong  Ortygia  the  feast  was  laid 

And  all  the  guests  whom  Dionysius  bade, 

The  rich,  the  profligate  of  Syracuse 

Had  come,  for  none  dared  offer  an  excuse, 

And  were  assembled  in  the  banquet  hall 

In  loud,  licentious,  drunken  carnival. 

And  Damocles,  the  flatt'rer  Damocles 

Was  there,  though  lacking  his  accustomed  ease — 

Why  shun  him  thus  his  neighbours  left  and  right  ? 

What  ?    Zeus  forbid  he  laboured  'neath  the  blight 

Of  some  displeasure  !     Had  the  too-loved  grape 

Confused,  betrayed  him  into  any  scrape  ? — 

So  Damocles  smirked,  hiccoughed  and  exclaimed, 

"  Thrice  happy  Despot,  thou,  to  all  time  famed, 

The  very  gods  are  jealous  of  thy  state, 

And  man  holds  thee  incomparably  great 

And  while  he  flattered  thus,  his  maudlin  eyes 
Fixed  on  the  Tyrant's  face  in  dull  surprise, 
A  long,  black  shadow  quivered  'gainst  a  shaft 
And  caught  his  look.     Loud  Dionysius  laughed 
To  see  suave  Damocles,  still  speaking,  raise 
His  head  and  seek  the  cause  of  his  amaze, — 
The  shadow.     "  Aye,  incomparably  great 
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DAMOCLES 

And  then  his  tongue  dried  in  his  muddled  pate, 

His  mind  forsook  him,  on  his  vinous  face 

Was  left  the  smile,  fast  frozen  for  a  space, 

The  while  his  eyes  were  fixed  in  stony  stare 

Upon  a  sword  hung  by  a  single  hair 

Above  his  head.     He  watched  it  slowly  twist, 

And  as  he  gazed  one  seized  him  by  the  wrist. 

"  What  ails  thee,  friend  ?  "     "  Hi !  though  we  freeze 

Throw  back  the  curtains,  let  us  have  the  breeze  ! " 

The  Despot  cried.     "  Good  Damocles  looks  pale, 

Him  indisposed  our  merriment  will  fail ! " 

Upon  these  words  in  rushed  a  gust  of  air, 

The  sword  swung  slowly  on  its  slender  hair, 

And  Damocles  resumed,  "  My  friends,  a  toast ! 

Our  Despot's  glory,  all  the  Hellenes'  boast !  " 

He  cried,  and  lifting  up  his  goblet  drank, 

And  drinking  saw  IT,  and  his  spirit  shrank 

Within  him  till  the  wine  choked  in  his  throat, 

His  heart  alternately  stood  still  and  smote 

Upon  his  ribs.     "  Thou'rt  haggard,  Damocles," 

The  Tyrant  said ;  "  does  splendour  fail  to  please 

Thee  then  ?     Fear  not  th'  impending  sword,  'tis  naught, 

With  some  anxiety  all  glory's  fraught ! 

But  such  companions,  such  a  feast  as  this, 

Such  wealth,  such  wine  thou  wouldst  not  surely  miss 

For  this  mere  trifle  ?  "     Then  loud  laughter  flew 

Around,  and  even  Damocles  laughed  too ; 

But  as  he  laughed  the  wind  in  frolic  rushed 

Into  the  hall,  and  his  small  mirth  was  hushed ; 
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DAMOCLES 

The  shadow  flickered,  swung  upon  the  wall ; 
The  sweat  stood  beaded  on  his  brow.     'Twill  fall, 
He  thought,  'twill  fall !     "It  may  ! "  the  Despot  said 
In  answer  to  his  fear ;  "  but  have  no  dread  ! 
Come  !     Call  thy  spirit  to  the  feast  again, 
Fill  up  thy  cup,  these  rich  red  juices  drain  ! " 
Then  Damocles  tried  well  to  hide  his  care, 
He  drank,  he  swallowed  down  the  dainty  fare, 
His  voice  joined  in  the  noisy  revelry, 
And  strove  with  others  for  the  mastery  ; 
But  he,  he  was  not  there,  heard  not,  nor  saw 
Aught  save  the  fearful  shadow  dance  before. 


"  It  moves  !     Ye  Gods,  it  moves,"  so  ran  his  thought. 

"  How  long  will  hold  it  that  most  frail  support  ? — 

Ah  !  now  'tis  straight.     It  hangeth  o'er  my  head. 

Ye  furies  !     If  it  breaks  now,  I  am  dead. 

It  twists,  it  twirls,  'twill  gouge  me  through  and  through 

Like  any  awl.     Hell  !     Am  I  fixed  with  glue  ? 

I'll  move.     I'll  rise  and  rush  straight  for  the  door, 

And  gone  will  come  to  Syracuse  no  more. 

It  moves.     Dear  Gods  !     It  moves,  that  deadly  point, 

'Twill  catch  me  somewhere  near  the  shoulder  joint, 

But  I  shall  live.     Ah  !  back  again  to  rest. 

It  spins  !     This  time  'tis  over.     So  'twere  best, 

But  no.     It  holds.     It  cannot  through  the  night 

If  Dionysius  wearies  not  of  spite. 
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At  last,  great  Zeus  be  praised,  the  Tyrant  goes. 
One  moment  more,  stout  hair,  endure  thy  throes 
And  I  am  safe. — Aye,  I  am  safe  at  last ! 

The  feast  was  over  and  the  guests  dispersed 
With  praise  obsequious,  all  save  one,  who  cursed 
In  silence  as  the  Tyrant  said,  "  Farewell, 
My  Damocles,  let  it  forever  dwell 
Within  thy  mind  how  Dionysius  lives, 
And  what  to  flatter,  despotism  gives." 


MONT    ST.    JEAN— WATERLOO 

I  WALKED  about  a  famous  battlefield, 

Where  met  and  fought  hereditary  foes, 

Where  lost  the  author  of  a  world  of  woes 

His  sceptre,  where  his  fate  was  sealed ; 

And  in  my  ears  the  battle  thunders  pealed, 

The  glitt'ring  squadrons  charged  with  flashing  glaives 

Before  my  eyes,  in  lines  like  foaming  waves, 

And  burst  in  fury  on  a  wall,  and  reeled 

And  staggered  back,  receding  whence  they  came ; 

Thereafter,  with  the  progress  of  a  tide, 

The  bear-skinned  phalanxes,  whose  martial  fame 

And  matchless  glory  were  their  country's  pride, 

Came  too,  but  melted  like  a  film  of  snow 
Before  the  sheet  of  flame  which  lept 
Into  their  eyes  and  strewed  the  earth  they'd  stepped 
One  moment  since  with  life  and  pride  aglow. 
And  shuddering,  I  turned  in  haste  to  go 
From  Hougomont.     There  'twas  as  though  the  Pit 
Had  vomited  those  battling  fiends  and  lit 
The  hellish  contest,  swaying  to  and  fro 
The  flames  and  smoke  !     The  blood  !     The  furious  din 
Of  cannonade  !     The  yells  of  deadly  rage 
And  shrieks  of  anguish  faintly  mingled  in  ! 
I  turned  in  horror  from  that  awful  stage. 
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But  stay  !     'Twere  wrong  to  go  and  leave  the  brave 

Unsung,  who  are  the  poets'  special  care, 

For  every  man  who  treads  that  field  should  spare 

A  thought,  a  word,  a  song  for  those  whose  grave 

It  is,  whose  life's  blood  all  this  glory  gave 

The  land,  as  well  for  those  whose  lives  were  spared, 

For  on  that  morning  all  stood  there  prepared 

To  die.     Because  they  laughed  and  were  not  grave 

Thou  thinkest  that  their  lives  were  lightly  held  ? 

Nay,  look  beneath  the  mask  !     A  flood  of  prayer 

From  many  thousand  gallant  hearts  then  welled 

Spontaneous,  passionate.     Aye  !  thousands  there 

Whose  agony  no  mortal  eye  had  seen 

When,  in  the  night  watch,  as  they  pondered  all 

They  loved  and  faced  the  end  which  might  befall, 

A  tide  impassable  rolled  in  between 

And  cut  them  off.     Like  prophets  they  had  seen 

Their  fate  and  learned  they'd  know  their  homes  no  more ; 

And  yet  the  cold  grey  dawn  of  Sunday  saw 

Them  up  about  their  tasks,  bright-eyed  and  keen. 

Then  through  the  storm  of  battle  they  stood  fast 

And  filled  the  bloody  gaps,  and  showed  the  foe 

In  death  such  staunchness  that  he  turned  aghast 

And  fled  their  firm,  indomitable  row. 

And  what  of  him  there,  watching  hour  by  hour 
The  hand  of  fortune  thwarting  all  he'd  planned, 
The  burnished  weapon  shivered  in  his  hand, 
His  glory  dimmed,  and  his  exalted  power 
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O'erthrown ;  the  fabric  of  th'  imperial  tower 
From  whose  high  battlements  he  looked  on  men 
Hurled  thundering  in  headlong  ruin  ?    Then 
Of  him  among  the  dead,  alive  to  cower 
Amid  the  dust  and  wreckage  ?     Him  to  fly  ! 
Can  words  convey  the  greatness  of  his  fall, 
Or  all  the  Titan's  helpless  agony 
Immured  within  the  ocean  islet's  wall  ? 

And  was  he  evil  that  he  sought  to  rule 

Mankind  against  its  will,  to  weld,  unite, 

Protect  beneath  his  vast  imperial  might 

The  trampled  subjects  of  each  royal  fool  ? 

And  is  to  ever  widen  his  footstool 

The  sole  ambition  of  the  Conqueror  ? 

Ah  !  think  you  not  that  he's  borne  on  before 

An  instinct,  or  conception  of  his  cool 

And  high  intelligence,  that  man  with  all 

His  ignorance,  his  folly  and  his  crime, 

A  victim  must  inevitably  fall 

To  his  own  weakness  till  the  end  of  time  ! 

Or  till  the  Lord  All-wise,  Omnipotent, 

Shall  reconcile  him  to  His  holy  sway  ? 

If  anything  by  history  is  meant 

It  is  that  God  must  rule  mankind  some  day 


SONG 

THE  Golden  Hours  are  done  : 
The  Golden  Sands  have  run  : 
The  Silver  have  begun. 

The  Silver  run  so  quick  : 
The  Silver  not  so  thick. 

Ah  me  !  my  heart  is  sick. 

Hold  not  the  rope  Regret, 
The  rope  so  slippery  wet, 

That  slips  thy  hands  through  yet. 

I  fling  thee  off,  my  youth, 
Wasted  alas,  in  sooth, 

Wasted.     O  bitter  ruth  ! 

Shall  I  regain  that  ore, 
My  folly  lost  before, 

Upon  a  distant  shore  ? 


PASSION 


THERE  was  a  verdant  vale  in  sunlight  steeped, 
Wherein  the  corn  did  bend  in  curved  waves 
Before  the  breeze,  and  vines  clomb  on  their  staves 
Upon  the  hillsides ;  many  a  flower  peeped 
From  forth  the  rocks  and  bushes ;  lightly  leaped 
A  sweetly  sonant  brook  along  its  shady  course 
And  helped  man's  arm  with  an  impetuous  force — 
Yea,  blessings  upon  blessings  there  were  heaped. 
The  spirit  of  that  place  seemed  calm  ar?d  strong, 
Instinct  with  beauty  and  assured  of  peace, 
Not  dreading  ill  and  innocent  of  wrong, 
Yet  in  the  earth's  hot  bosom  did  increase 
Day  after  day  a  fearful  pent-up  power, 
Which  blotted  out  that  fair  vale  in  an  hour. 
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IN  time,  I  doubt  not,  flowers  again  shall  blow, 
And  golden  corn  bend  low  in  curved  waves 
Before  the  breeze,  and  vines  climb  on  their  staves, 
And  human  hearts  with  love's  devotion  glow ; 
Aye,  once  again  the  sonant  brook  shall  flow, 
And  pilgrims  in  their  wonderment  declare 
"  Than  this,  sure  Paradise  was  not  more  fair." 
The  past  doth  teach,  that  all  this  may  be  so. 
But  shall  these  scoriae  and  blasted  rocks, 
This  lava  lifeless  as  the  desolate  moon, 
This  arid  waste  whose  misery  so  shocks, 
Become  once  more  sweet,  fertile,  verdant,  boon, 
Only  to  suffer  devastation  new  ? 
Shall  time  do  nought  but  lead  sad  changes  through  ? 
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HAVEN  of  Silence  in  confusions  midst, 

Thou  peaceful  refuge  from  the  raging  sea, 
I  little  dreamt  thou  in  thy  bosom  hidst 

A  shelter  and  a  calm  so  sweet  for  me. 
Borne  like  a  leaf  upon  the  human  stream, 

The  roaring  of  the  current  ceaselessly 
Crushed  all  my  faculties,  till  I  did  seem 

Not  any  more  to  think  or  feel  or  see, 
To  hear  alone,  and  hearing  ever  shrink 

Like  one  upon  the  rack,  whose  anguished  scream 
The  city's  din  had  drowned. — When  near  the  brink 

I  whirled,  feeling  as  in  a  dreadful  dream. 
An  eddy  swept  me  to  thy  door — thou  who  forbid' st 
None  entrance,  nor  thyself  of  any  soul  e'er  rid'st. 

There  entering  in,  I  in  the  gloom  did  blink 

My  eyes  like  drowsy  owls  surprised  by  day ; 
Then  seeing,  all-amazed,  said  who  would  think 

That  in  the  middle  battle-ground  there  lay 
A  refuge  of  seclusion,  silence,  peace, 

Yet  not  a  soul  therein,  nor  young,  nor  grey, 
Nor  sane,  nor  stricken  ? — So  my  thoughts  did  cease, 

For  like  a  fog  rolled  back  the  gloom  gave  way, 

35  D  2 


GRACE    CHURCH 

And  all  the  solemn  outlines  of  the  fane, 

Nave,  aisles  and  choir  and  transept,  by  degrees 
Loomed  ghostly  forth,  and  from  each  gem-like  pane 

In  the  clerestory  there  crept  increase 
Of  mystic  light. — Then  soft  on  my  hushed  heart  did  gain 
A  hallowed  calm,  as  though  God's  hand  were  on  it  lain. 


BEETHOVEN 

THE  Lord  He  chooseth  not  as  man,  but  grounds 

His  choice  upon  the  heart.     When  from  His  seat 

He  searched  the  earth  revolving  at  His  feet 

For  one  whose  soul  should  be  attuned  to  sounds 

Of  all  the  harmonies  with  which  abounds 

The  vault  of  heaven,  for  one  whose  heart's  high  worth 

Were  fit  to  bear  from  Paradise  to  Earth 

An  echo  of  the  music  which  resounds 

About  His  throne,  He  chose  him  from  among 

The  poor.     His  chosen  servant  was  a  child, 

The  son  of  one  who  for  a  living  sung 

Before  his  Prince,  now  long  forgotten,  styled 

Archbishop  and  Elector  of  Cologne. 
God  blessed  his  understanding,  and  revealed 
The  sound  of  heavenly  symphonies  which  pealed 
To  Earth  across  the  ether  and  were  blown 
About  in  fragments  : — here  a  melting  tone, 
Here  harmonies  like  summer  clouds  dispersed 
In  fading  shreds,  here  melodies  immersed 
In  wintry  gales  and  in  the  sea's  loud  moan, 
And  anthems  mingled  in  a  rising  wind. 
Then,  lest  the  tongues  of  men  should  interfere 
And  worldly  clamour  occupy  his  mind, 
He  set  His  holy  seal  upon  each  ear. 
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TWA  little  corbies  sat  in  a  tree, 

They  were  as  merry  as  merry  could  be, 

They  cawed  and  spluttered  and  kicked  and  sprawled 

Till  their  ma  from  a  neighbouring  tree-top  called, 

"  Be  still,  be  still,  ye  corbies  twa, 

The  man  with  the  gun  is  not  very  far ; 

To-morrow,  to-morrow  I'll  learn  ye  to  fly, 

To-day  the  east  wind  blows  too  high." 

ii 

Boughs,  branches  and  twigs  the  mighty  elm, 

This  hundred  years  the  corbies'  realm, 

Swing  in  the  gale, 

Which  rushed  with  a  wail 

Through  the  copse  and  over  the  lea  : 

But  the  twa  little  corbies  caw-cawed  with  glee, 

"  To-morrow,"  they  chuckled,  "  we'll  leave  this  tree." 

in 

Alas  !  alas  !     There  came  sauntering  by 
A  braw  young  man  with  a  worsted  tie, 
Dyed  with  the  tint  of  the  peony, 

38 


AN    ELM-TREE    TRAGEDY 

And  wearing  a  coat  of  peat-smoked  tweed. 
He  musingly  smoked  the  fragrant  weed 
From  a  shiny  briar 
Carved  like  the  head  of  a  jovial  friar, 
And  carried  a  terrible  gun  in  his  hand, 
And  the  waving  tree-tops  silently  scanned. 


IV 

A  lady  fair 

With  bonny  brown  hair 

Walked  by  his  side, 

And  likewise  eyed 

Each  branch  as  it  swung  in  the  rising  gale. 

The  hearts  of  those  corbies  twa  did  quail. 

"  It's  time  to  be  off,"  ma  hurriedly  cried, 

And  straight  her  wings  to  the  wild  wind  plied, 

And  fluttered  away  like  a  sable  rag. 

Wise  old  corbie,  no  longer  to  lag  ! 


The  slender  slip  of  a  girl  below, 

With  eyes  like  a  fawn's  and  a  neck  of  snow, 

Cried  out,  "  Near  the  branch  whence  that  canny  old  crow 

Flew  away  there  are  perched  two  plump  little  birds, 

I  bet  you  miss  them  " — those  were  her  words. 

The  man  said  nothing,  but  loaded  his  gun 

Without  any  hurry,  and  when  he  had  done 
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He  took  steady  aim, 

Paused.  .  .  .  Bang  !     Down  one  corbie  came : 

He  fired  again  and  brought  down  the  other, 

Which  fell  with  a  thump,  quite  defunct,  by  his  brother. 

"  Ah,"  said  the  girl  with  a  maidenly  sigh, 

"  The  two  will  just  make  us  a  tender  rook  pie." 
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THE    SEA    IS    HIS    ALSO 

THOU  glorious  Ocean,  I  gaze  upon  Thee  ! 

From  the  high  clouds  I  look  down  on  Thee. 

I  am  as  a  child  in  the  midst  of  the  desert, 

Vast  as  the  firmament  art  Thou. 

Thy  waves  fling  back  the  sunbeams  ; 

Thou  gleamest  with  a  myriad  flashing  lights  ; 

As  a  bee  gathereth  his  honey 

The  sun  draweth  forth  moisture  from  Thy  bosom. 

He  storeth  Thy  sweetness  in  the  clouds 

And  the  mighty  in  spirit  shall  ride  thereon. 

Their  shadows  glide  along  the  deep, 

Like  wind  chariots  they  fly  across  the  plain ; 

They  gather  in  the  East  and  in  the  West, 

The  Northern  Sea  is  dark  by  reason  of  them. 

Thou  movest  in  Thy  bed  as  one  turneth  in  his  sleep, 

As  the  water  in  a  bowl  art  Thou  moved. 

Thou  retirest  and  Thy  mysteries  are  patent, 

Thou  comest  on  and  men  flee  before  Thee. 

The  sons  of  men  launch  their  ships  upon  Thee, 

They  swarm  like  ants  upon  Thy  waters, 

Thou  heedest  not  their  coming  or  their  going. 

No  sound  cometh  to  me  save  the  murmur  of  the  breeze, 

The  West  wind  telleth  me  the  graciousness  of  God. 

The  storms  are  garnered  in  Thy  farthest  wastes  ; 
The  mountains  gather  them  in  their  secret  places. 
They  issue  from  the  clefts  and  gaping  chasms, 
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They  come  howling  forth  like  wolves  over  the  plain, 

They  rush  from  the  parched  valleys  of  the  wilderness, 

The  barriers  of  the  frozen  Pole  release  them. 

The  voice  of  their  onset  fills  the  heavens 

Like  the  charge  of  ten  thousand  chariots. 

They  drive  Thy  waters  before  them  ; 

They  join  their  battle  on  Thee ; 

Their  fury  is  imparted  to  Thee ; 

An  awful  gloom  cometh  over  Thee  ; 

The  heavens  are  blotted  out ; 

The  clouds  rush  down  to  meet  Thee, 

Thou  hurlest  Thy  billows  in  their  midst  ; 

Thy  foaming  crests  are  torn  from  Thee, 

They  are  flung  hissing  upon  Thy  waters. 

The  ships  of  men  are  tossed  like  leaves  upon  the  gale. 

I  see  the  suppliants  upon  their  decks. 

They  are  consumed  with  terror, 

They  lift  up  their  hands  in  the  agony  of  their  hearts  ; 

Thou  chokest  the  sound  of  their  prayers ; 

Thou  swallowest  them  up,  Thou  engulfest  them, 

Thou  leapest  in  triumph  over  them. 

The  levins  cleave  Thee  like  the  rod  of  Moses 

And  Thy  caverns  are  laid  bare. 

The  thunders  shake  the  world. 

I  cover  my  face  with  my  hands, 

I  thrust  my  fingers  in  mine  ears, 

These  things  are  too  awful  for  me. 

I  cry  "  Where  art  Thou,  God  ?  " 

A  voice  calls  in  the  midst  of  the  thunder, 
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"  That  I  am,  I  am." 

One  from  the  raging  deep  cries,  "  I  am  He." 

The  fury  of  the  storm  passeth  : 

Day  cometh,  and  Thou  art  at  peace. 

Thy  waves  break  upon  the  sands, 

They  sound  the  hollows  of  the  earth ; 

They  lap  upon  the  rocks  of  Thy  confines  ; 

They   make   the   music   of  lowland   brooks  upon   Thy 

beaches. 

Thy  surface  is  like  a  polished  shield, 
The  birds  of  the  sea  float  thereon. 
Clear  as  crystal  are  Thy  waters, 
Thy  beauty  exceedeth  the  beauty  of  the  sapphire ; 
Thy  peace  is  as  the  peace  of  eternity. 
The  sun  sinketh  into  Thee ; 
The  glory  of  the  heavens  is  the  mantle  of  God ; 
Thy  waters  glow  like  molten  gold  ; 
The  light  faded  from  them  as  from  cooling  metal. 
Night  stealeth  upon  Thee, 
Thou  shinest  darkly  like  polished  jet ; 
Thy  waters  show  me  the  splendour  of  the  sky  ; 
The  course  of  the  stars  is  revealed  in  them. 
The  moon  throweth  her  silver  path  along  Thee  ; 
Blue  fires  sparkle  in  the  trail  of  the  ships. 
The  winds  are  retired  into  the  chambers  of  their  rest, 
Very  wonderful  is  the  stillness. 
Surely  Thou  sleepest? 
A  voice  in  the  very  silence  saith  :  "  Lo  !  I  am  He." 
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LIKE  unto  what  is  the  sound  of  these  voices  ? 

It  is  like  the  murmuring  of  the  brook  ; 

Many  tones  do  I  hear  therein,  many  notes  sound  softly 

together ; 
I  hear  the  voice  of  the  bride  and  the  silver  laughter  of 

children ; 
I  hear  the  voice  of  my  friend  who  giveth  me  counsel. 

My  heart  is  tortured  with  anguish. 
I  hear  the  roar  of  a  mighty  sea ; 
I  hear  the  howling  of  the  gale  ; 
The  voices  of  the  damned  shriek  out  of  the  blast ; 
The  wailing  of  many  souls  soundeth  in  mine  ear, 
A  chorus  of  untold  misery ; 

My  heart  is  tortured  with  anguish. 
I  hear  the  din  in  the  streets ; 
With  shrieks  and  clatterings, 
With  cries  and  rumblings, 
With  the  noise  of  distant  thunder, 
With  the  noise  of  charging  squadrons, 
With  the  shaking  of  earthquakes, 
Men  rush  to  and  fro  on  their  business  and  pleasure. 

My  soul  is  sick  with  unrest, 

My  heart  is  tortured  with  anguish. 
Where  art  Thou,  Blessed  Creator  of  the  earth  and  sky  ? 
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Thy  glory  is  hidden  from  me  ; 
Thy  handiwork  is  veiled  from  mine  eyes ; 
I  am  blinded  by  a  fog  of  foul  smoke. 
Oh  !  for  Thy  pastures  and  Thy  streams  ; 
Oh  !  for  the  majesty  of  Thy  mountains, 
Oh  !  for  the  beauty  of  Thy  trees  and  flowers 
And  the  loveliness  of  Thy  peaceful  glades ; 
Oh  !  for  the  wonders  of  Thy  starry  night 
And  the  vast  spaces  of  Thy  ocean. 
My  soul  is  sick  with  unrest, 
My  heart  is  tortured  with  anguish. 
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I  JOURNEYED  across  the  waste, 

I  went  dazed  as  one  stunned  by  a  blow, 

A  fiery  pain  swirled  through  my  veins, 

Yet  scarce  conscious  was  I  of  it ; 

Things  passed  me  and  I  knew  them  not ; 

A  burden  was  on  my  shoulders 

And  mine  eyes  were  bent  on  the  ground ; 

The  sun  scorched  my  flesh. 

The  sweat  stood  in  beads  on  my  brow 
And  channelled  the  dust  on  my  cheeks. 
My  forehead  was  furrowed  like  the  sea  sand ; 
Necessity  drove  me  on ; 
I  groaned  as  I  trod  the  burning  sand. 
Lo  !  a  perfumed  breeze  touched  my  cheek, 
I  raised  mine  eyes  and  beheld  a  forest ; 
Mighty  beeches  there  were,  and  oaks, 
And  in  the  midst  still,  shady  waters ; 
Smoke  issued  forth  from  the  trees, 
It  floated  upward  and  melted  in  the  heavens  ; 
A  sweet  sound  stole  upon  mine  ears, 
The  voice  of  a  choir  trembled  on  the  wind. 

48 


I    JOURNEYED    ACROSS    THE    WASTE 

I  cried  with  a  strange  cry  and  pressed  forward ; 

I  said,  "  I  will  lay  down  my  burden  and  rest, 

I  will  wash  my  wounds  and  eat." 

But  lo  !  there  was  nothing  but  sand. 

The  sweat  stood  in  drops  on  my  forehead 
And  channelled  the  dust  on  my  cheeks. 
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i 
THE  Idol  of  Stone  ! 

Behold  !  he  looketh  from  his  throne  in  the  temple  towards 

the  mountains ; 
He  sitteth  on  a  golden  throne  ;  serenity  and  majesty  are 

in  his  looks. 

The  four  winds  of  heaven  cool  his  limbs, 
The  myrtle  and  sweet  jasmine,  the  rose  and  the  orange 
Scatter  their  petals  at  his  threshold ; 
Their  perfumes  make  him  incense. 
The  mountain  ash  shieldeth  him  from  the  ardour  of  the 

morning  sun  ; 

The  cypress  shadeth  his  dwelling  at  noon ; 
The  cedars  make  a  veil  between  him  and  the  setting  sun ; 
The  nautch  girls  dance  before  him,  beating  their  timbrels. 
Pilgrims  make  oblation  at  his  feet. 

ii 

Woe  unto  thee,  Idol  of  Stone  ! 
I  came  unto  thee  in  the  evening, 
The  sun  was  low  upon  the  mountains 
And  thy  face  shone  with  glory ; 
Thou  didst  look  into  the  light  smiling, 
And  I  fell  at  thy  feet. 
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Woe  unto  thee,  Idol  of  Stone  ! 

I  cried  out,  "  My  God,  my  Lord," 

I  lay  at  thy  feet  all  night. 

Thine  eyes  were  like  twin  stars, 

And  the  fire-flies  flashed  about  thee  ; 

The  earth  breathed  forth  her  fragrance  for  thee  : 

Thou  didst  fill  the  night  with  grandeur. 

My  soul  was  enraptured  because  of  thee. 

Woe  unto  thee,  Idol  of  Stone  ! 

In  the  pale  dawn  thou  didst  look  like  one  who  has  not 

slept, 

Thou  didst  seem  unto  me  a  steadfast  watcher, 
One   who  watches  ceaselessly  over  the  welfare   of  his 

children. 

The  sun  shed  his  morning  light  upon  the  snow  peaks 
And  thine  eyes  declared,  "  It  is  well." 


in 

Woe  unto  thee,  Idol  of  Stone  ! 

I  went  forth  into  the  dawning  to  gather  thee  a  garland, 

To  weave  a  chaplet  for  my  divine  bridegroom. 

I  sought  the  silent  depths  of  the  forest 

And  the  cold  clefts  of  the  mountain  for  thy  flowers, 

Then  I  returned  with  my  harvest  as  the  sun  looked  into 

the  valleys. 

I  came  unto  thee  with  my  offerings, 
I  came  with  joy  and  love  in  my  heart, 
And  I  found  thou  wert  but  a  stone, 
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I  smiled  to  thee,  thou  didst  not  respond ; 

I  wept,  but  thou  hadst  no  compassion  on  me  ; 

I  prayed,  yet  thou  didst  heed  me  not. 


IV 

Woe  unto  thee,  Idol  of  Stone  ! 

The  destroyers  shall  come  upon  thee ; 

Thou  shall  be  cast  down  from  thy  throne  ; 

The  pickaxe  shall  ruin  thy  majesty, 

The  crowbar  thy  serenity. 

No  more  shall  thou  glow  with  the  light  of  the  sun ; 

Thy  sacred  grove  shall  be  hewn  down ; 

Dust  shall  be  heaped  on  thy  broken  limbs  and  the  ages 

shall  bury  thee ; 
Thou  shalt  be  lost  for  ever  and  ever,  O  Idol  of  Stone  ! 


DEATH    SONG    OF    NIBOR 

FAREWELL,  farewell,  O  World  ! 
Farewell  thy  fair,  O  Vanity, 
Farewell,  thy  busy  scene, 

Farewell,  my  dreams,  with  all  their  brilliant  sheen 
Of  glory. 

0  hopes,  ye  peaks  sky-towering  and  hoary, 
Your  virgin  summits  never  shall  be  trod, 

For  soon  beneath  the  sod 
These  limbs  shall  lie  untenanted  and  gory. 

1  stood  upon  thy  threshold  like  a  son 

At  the  portal  of  his  broad  inheritance ; 
I  looked  and  said  all  this  may  soon  be  won, 
I  laughed  in  love's  and  youth's  exuberance. 

Golden  corn  and  yellow  oil, 
Without  care  and  without  toil, 
Shall  be  borne  by  the  magic  soil. 

The  bees,  the  breeze  and  the  leafy  tree, 
The  birds,  the  brooks  and  the  sapphire  sea 
Shall  be  musicians  unto  me. 

53 


DEATH    SONG    OF    NIBOR 

Beneath  my  feet 

The  carpet  sweet 
Of  verdure  and  bright  flowers 

Grows  for  me 

And  blows  for  me, 
And  mine  the  dear  rose-bowers, 

The  jewel  mines, 

The  luscious  vines, 
The  fragrant,  perfumed  showers. 

These  souls  shall  be  my  brides  and  brothers, 
Lovers  all,  besides  no  others. 
We  shall  vanquish  hate  and  cunning, 
Make  them  sweet  beneath  love's  sunning. 

Farewell,  farewell,  O  World  ! 
Farewell,  O  Vanity, 
Farewell,  thy  busy  scene, 
Farewell,  my  dreams,  with  all  their  brilliant  sheen 

Of  Glory. 

O  hopes,  ye  peaks  sky-towering  and  hoary, 
Your  virgin  summits  never  shall  be  trod, 

For  soon  beneath  the  sod 
These  limbs  shall  lie  untenanted  and  gory. 
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COME  to  me  out  of  the  ages,  O  my  Love, 
Come  to  me  out  of  the  ages. 
Let  us  be  very  great, 
Let  us  be  calm  and  wise. 

Not  upon  thee  will  I  look, 
Not  upon  thy  face. 
I  will  take  thy  hand 
And  gaze  on  the  Glory  of  God. 

Sit  thou  beside  me,  Beloved  : 

Sit  thou  beside  me  on  the  Mountain  of  Wisdom. 
The  vanity  of  man  reacheth  us  not, 
The  arrows  of  his  scorn  come  not  nigh  us. 

Clasp  thou  my  hand,  O  my  Beloved  : 

Clasp  thou  my  hand. 

Wonder  ariseth  like  the  moon, 
It  cometh  on  us  through  the  veil  of  His  majesty. 

Let  us  make  silence  and  perfect  understanding : 
Let  us  watch  the  generations  of  man  : 
Let  us  follow  the  flight  of  the  stars  : 
Let  us  wing  the  abysses  of  space. 
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Come  to  me  out  of  the  ages,  O  my  Love  : 
Come  to  me  out  of  the  ages, 
On  the  Mountain  of  Wisdom, 
In  the  Kingdom  of  Light 


SUMMER    MEDITATION 

MY  soul  is  entranced  by  the  spell  of  mysterious  distance, 
By  the  charm  of  white  sails  pursuing  the  mystic  horizon. 
Whither  and  what  do  they  bear,  those  gleaming  white 

wings? 

Yea,  each  is  a  bark  of  Elysian  lightness  and  bliss, 
Which  Sun  doth  jealously  follow  and  bathe  in  his  golden 

rays, 

And  the  West  Wind  Spirits  fan  with  cool  breezes  and  waft. 
What  dost  thou  watch,  O  glorious  guardian  Sun  ? 
What  dost  thou  tend,  O  cool  and  beneficent  Wind  ? 
Those  are  Princesses  whom  Love  bears  over  the  Sea 
In  vessels  of  agate  and  jasper  with  silken  sails ; 
But  of  the  land  whence  they  come  my  soul  knows  no 

certain  report 
By  the  marble  stairs  of  the  sea  tall  Princes  await  their 

coming, 
Each  bearded  and  bronzed  and  clad  in  robes  of  exquisite 

work, 
And  canopies  spread  o'er  their  heads  supported  by  golden 

staves 

Held  in  the  hands  of  bright  Ethiopian  children, 
Velvety  black,  with  coralline  gums  and  teeth  white  as  milk, 
And  mouths  perpetually  open  in  laughter  and  smiles. 
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O  lovely  Princesses, 

Spirits,  divine  as  the  beauty  superb  of  your  forms ; 
O  souls,  as  bright  as  the  light  that  shines  in  your  lustrous 

eyes, 
Beckon  me  graciously  out  to  share  in  your  heavenly  being. 

O  noble  and  stately  Princes, 
Gazing  so  fixedly  seawards, 
Your  hearts  are  calm  though  expectant, 
Your  thoughts  far  away  and  serene. 

My  heart, 

Would  thou  wert  calmly  attendant 
O'er  the  glittering  aquamarine 
On  hopes  realised  and  resplendent, — 
That  life  was  a  dream  1  had  seen. 


THE    SON    OF    JESSE 


THE    SON    OF    JESSE 

'TWAS  eve  in  Bethlehem,  and  Jesse  sat 

Beneath  the  shady  sycamore 
That  spread  its  branches  o'er  his  house.     And  as 

He  gazed  toward  the  setting  sun 
He  seemed  to  feel  the  beauty  of  his  ripe 

Old  age  reflected  in  the  sky. 
He  pondered  on  his  lusty,  warlike  youth  ; 

The  dire  misfortunes  which  befel 
The  Hebrews  in  those  days  when  Eli  judged 

All  Israel ;  the  very  Ark 
Of  God  was  captured  by  th'  uncircumcised, 

Most  shameful  memory  !     But  when 
The  Philistines  had  blasphemously  placed 

It  in  the  temple  of  their  god, 
The  monstrous  Dagon,  down  his  image  fell 

Before  it  two  successive  nights ; 
And  God  had  smitten  with  a  pestilence 

The  Philistines,  until  in  dread, 
And  terror  of  Jehovah  they  restored 

The  Ark  to  vanquished  Israel. 

And  now  King  Saul,  the  mighty  son  of  Kish 
The  Benjamite,  ruled  all  the  tribes ; 

God's  enemies  were  driven  from  the  land, 
And  even  Amalek  laid  low  ; 
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So  now  the  spoilers  would  return  no  more 

And  peace  would  reign  in  Israel. 
And  as  he  pondered  thus  he  heard  the  sound 

Of  men  in  eager  talk,  whose  harsh, 
Deep  voices  uttered  oft  the  awful  name 

Of  Samuel.     So  Jesse  sent 
A  servant  running  forth  to  ask  the  news, 

Whose  hand  had  scarcely  closed  the  gate 
Than  it  again  was  opened,  and  there  came 

The  elders  in  of  Bethlehem. 
"  The  prophet  Samuel  hither  comes,"  they  cried, 

"  And  he  will  lodge  this  very  night 
In  Bethlehem,  and  now  approacheth  nigh 

The  walls."     Old  Jesse,  much  amazed 
And  doubting,  answered  them.  "  The  prophet  comes 

To  Bethlehem  ?     What  does  this  mean  ? 

Hath  any  man  done  aught  against  the  Lord  ? 

Or  comes  he  peaceably  ?  "     But  none 
Could  answer,  and  he  rose  and  went  with  them 

In  silence  to  the  western  gate. 

The  long  white  wall  was  bathed  in  crimson  light, 

And,  as  a  man  might  pass  out  by 
The  gate,  the  sun  stood  on  the  hills  above 

The  brook  of  Sorek,  round  and  red, 
And  shot  his  parting  rays  full  in  his  face. 

And  lo  !  a  man  upon  an  ass 
Came  slowly  up  the  steep  declivity 

Towards  the  gate,  while  far 
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Behind  one  drove  a  weary  heifer  on. 

The  elders  hastened  down  the  hill, 
For  he  who  rode  was  Samuel  the  Seer. 

A  holy,  rugged-hearted  man, 
Who  spent  whole  days  in  commune  with  his  God 

And  nights  in  vigil  and  in  prayer. 
His  mighty  soul  looked  down  upon  the  earth 

From  forth  the  lofty  station  of 
His  mind  as  an  archangel  looks  from  heav'n, 

And  saw  mankind  with  sight  more  keen 
Than  man's.     The  fierce,  unbending  man  of  God 

Had  come  from  slaughtering  Agag, 
The  King  of  Amalek,  whom  Saul  had  spared 

Against  the  Lord's  express  command, 
And  Samuel  in  wrath  had  seized  a  sword 

And  hewn  him  down,  and  Agag's  blood 
Still  stained  the  stern  old  prophet's  linen  gown. 

And  as  the  rose  tints  left  the  city  wall, 

And  dusk  sank  down  upon  the  earth 
And  swallowed  up  the  shadows  in  its  gloom, 

The  elders  neared  the  prophet  in 
The  road,  and  tremblingly  saluting  him, 

They  said,  "  Thou  blessed  of  the  Lord, 
Thou  comest  here  in  peace  ?  "     He  answered  them, 

"  In  peace  !     I  come  to  sacrifice 
Unto  the  Lord.     Go,  sanctify  yourselves  ! 

To-morrow  come  with  me  unto 
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The  sacrifice.     And  Jesse,  which  art  thou  ?  " 

And  Jesse  answered,  "  Here  am  I." 
And  then  the  prophet  said,  "  To-night  I  lodge 

With  thee."     And*thereupon  some  turned 
And  hastened  to  the  city,  telling  all 

They  met  upon  the  way  the  news, 
And  some  stayed  with  the  prophet  till  he  reached 

The  gate  of  Jesse's  house,  and  there 
Passed  in,  and  then  they  left  him  and  returned 

To  their  own  homes  in  twos  and  threes, 
Discussing  eagerly  the  purport  of 

The  prophet's  presence  in  their  town, 
Of  his  intended  sacrifice,  and  why 

He  chose  to  lodge  at  Jesse's  house. 

So  Jesse  brought  the  prophet  in,  and  led 

Him  to  the  guest  room,  where  they  brought 
Clear  water  in  a  bowl  to  wash  his  hands 

And  feet,  whilst  all  the  house  was  filled 
With  movement  and  the  sound  of  busy  tongues, 

Commanding,  chiding,  hastening 
In  tones  hushed  yet  imperative  withal, 

For  unexpected  was  the  guest. 
Then,  when  the  splendour  faded  from  the  sky 

Above  the  western  hills,  and  all 
The  shining  host  of  heaven  appeared  to  deck 

Most  splendidly  the  vault  of  night, 
The  supper  was  prepared,  and  Jesse  with 

The  man  of  God  sat  down  upon 
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The  matted  floor,  while  two  small  flickering  lamps 

Shed  fitful  light  on  the  repast 
Of  steaming  kid's  flesh,  savoury  with  herbs, 

Of  dried  fruits,  honey,  bread  and  wine. 
And  long  the  silence  was  unbroken,  till 

The  prophet  said,  "  Bid  all  withdraw." 
Then  Jesse  bade  the  servants  all  withdraw, 

And  none  stayed  in  the  room  save  he 
Alone  beside  the  prophet  Samuel, 

Who  thus,  his  mighty  voice  pitched  low, 
Addressed  his  host :  "  The  Lord  is  wrath  with  Saul 

The  son  of  Kish  the  Benjamite, 
And  hath  rejected  him  and  all  his  house 

From  being  King,  because  he  failed 
In  his  obedience  to  the  Lord's  command, 

And  in  the  war  spared  Agag,  King 
Of  Amalek,  and  all  the  fattest  of 

His  sheep  and  cattle,  and  for  this 
The  Lord  rejecteth  him  and  all  his  house 

From  kingship  over  Israel. 
And  me  hath  he  sent  hither  to  anoint 

Another  to  be  King  when  Saul 
Is  dead.     It  is  God's  choice,  O  Jesse,  that 

This  King  shall  be  a  son  of  thine 
Whom  I  shall  choose  as  He  directeth  me 

To-morrow  at  the  Sacrifice." 
He  ceased,  and  silence  reigned  till  Jesse  said, 
"  The  Lord  thy  God  hath  done  in  this 
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Thy  servant's  house  great  honour.     Who  am  I 

In  Israel  that  from  my  loins 
Should  come  a  King  ?    My  sons  are  valiant  men, 

Yet  which  of  them  shall  bear  this  load, 
The  burden  of  a  crown,  and  then  fail  not 

As  Saul,  the  son  of  Kish,  hath  done  ? 
And  surely  when  he  heareth  this  will  Saul 

Slay  me  and  all  my  sons  for  hate." 
Then  Samuel  said,  "  Fear  not,  thou  shalt  receive 

No  hurt."     And  while  they  thus  conversed 
There  stole  a  sound  of  music  through  the  house. 

As  one  who  poured  his  very  soul 
And  sent  it  floating  on  the  still  night  air 

With  harp  notes  for  accompaniment. 
The  prophet  asked,  "  Who  is  it  singeth  thus  ?  " 

Old  Jesse  said,  "  'Tis  David  sings, 
My  youngest  born,  he  hath  uncommon  skill 

To  sing  and  play  upon  the  harp, 
And  much  the  people  like  to  hear  him  play." 

And  Samuel  replied,  "  He  sings 
As  though  a  noble  heart  were  praising  God." 

Somewhile  the  two  men  listened  till 
At  length  the  prophet  rose  to  seek  his  bed ; 

Then  Jesse  went  out  to  the  lad 
And  found  him  sitting,  harp  in  hand,  but  mute 

And  thoughtful  in  the  moon's  soft  light. 
He  called  him,  and  he  rose,  tall,  supple,  strong, 

And  came,  and  Jesse  said  to  him, 
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"  My  son,  the  man  of  God  is  come  to  choose 

A  King  to  rule  in  Israel 
When  Saul  is  dead ;  and  God  hath  sent  him  here 

To  choose  one  from  among  my  sons. 
Thy  brothers  all  are  wise  and  valiant  men, 

And  each  might  be  a  King. 
But  thou  art  still  a  lad.     Since  one  must  keep 

The  sheep,  do  thou,  and  speak  of  this 
To  none."     So  David  bowed  his  head  and  said, 

"  My  father,  this  is  wonderful 
That  one  of  us  shall  be  a  King  !     I  shall 

Obey  thy  charge  and  keep  the  sheep." 
The  moon  swept  upwards  on  her  radiant  course 

And  shed  her  pale  effulgence  on 
The  sleeping  earth.     So  fair  she  seemed  that  one 

Might  wonder  how  mankind  could  sleep 
When  such  mysterious  loveliness  reigned  there ; 

Yet  one  awake  had  quickly  slept 
So  drowsily  the  moonbeams  pressed  his  eyes. 

The  muffled  watchmen  ghost-like  stalked 
In  silence  to  and  fro  upon  the  walls, 

While  jackals  wailed  their  dismal  tales, 
And  conscience-stricken  dogs  howled  fearfully, 

And  foul  hyaenas  bellowed  forth 
Their  hideous  cries  in  baleful  choruses. 

All  men  within  the  city  slept 
Save  two.     Old  Jesse  pondered  all  the  night 

This  strange  new  happening,  and  prayed 
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The  Lord  would  shield  him  from  the  wrath  of  Saul 

And  let  him  end  his  days  in  peace ; 
And  in  the  head  of  David  ran  the  thoughts— 

"  I  am  an  untried  lad,  not  fit 
To  be  a  King,  so  I  must  keep  the  sheep  ! 

Ah  !  what  is  it  that  speaks  within 
Me  of  a  destiny  above  the  lot 

Of  all  my  fellow-men  ?    What  means 
This  ever-haunting  vision  of  renown 

And  greatness  ?     Vanity  perhaps  ! 
Perhaps  a  welcome  fancy  cherished  by 

Young  men,  deluding  all  alike 
To  hopes  of  coming  greatness.     Or  perhaps 

This  most  insistent  voice  speaks  truth — 
To-morrow  will  the  Prophet  choose  a  king, 

Anoint  him  at  the  Sacrifice, 
But  I  shall  not  be  there.     I  am  too  young. 

But  am  I  so  untried,  unfit  ?  " 
And  many  times  young  David  conned  these  thoughts 

In  restless  vigil  as  he  watched 
The  moon  soar  up  and  stoop  upon  her  course, 

Till  weariness  at  length  o'ertook 
Him  and  he  slept,  and  dreamt  that  he  was  King 

And  Israel  obeyed  his  rule. 


At  length  a  faint  grey  light  suffused  the  east, 
Crept  stealthily  upon  the  night, 
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And  spreading  onwards,  outwards,  upwards  till 

The  grey  was  flushed  with  rose,  and  rose 
With  crimson  lined,  and  barred  with  streaks  of  black, 

And  swept  with  floods  ot  molten  gold, 
And  all  the  sky  blazed  with  a  thousand  tints ; 

And  glittering,  resplendent  rose 
The  sun,  and  it  was  day  in  Bethlehem. 

The  city  stirred  with  morning  life 
And  all  men  gathered  to  the  Sacrifice 

Which  Samuel  offered  to  the  Lord. 
And  out  beyond  the  city's  wall  he  built 

An  altar,  and  the  young  men  brought 
The  stone ;  and  when  the  work  was  done  he  took 

A  knife  and  slew  the  heifer  which 
He'd  brought  to  Bethlehem,  and  took  its  fat 

And  on  the  altar  burned  it  as 
An  offering  for  peace,  but  all  the  flesh 

Was  roasted  for  the  feast.     The  men 
Of  Bethlehem  stood  round,  and  Jesse's  sons 

Were  there  save  David,  who  was  with 
The  sheep.     Then  Samuel  took  his  horn  of  oil 

And  stood  beside  the  altar One 

By  one  old  Jesse  summoned  there  his  sons  : 

"  This  is  Eliab  my  firstborn." 
The  prophet  looked  and  saw  a  comely  man, 

Tall,  swarthy,  muscular,  with  eyes 
Which  shone  and  sparked  like  polished  jet  on  which 

The  sunbeams  play,  and  communed  thus 
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Within  himself :  "  Now  surely  is  the  Lord's 

Anointed  here —    •"  but  then  he  heard 
A  still,  small  voice  within  him  say :  "  Look  not 

Upon  his  countenance,  nor  on 
The  greatness  of  his  stature,  for  the  Lord 

Sees  not  as  man,  whose  mind  regards 
No  more  than  outwardly  appears,  but  God 

Looks  on  the  heart."     So  Samuel  gazed 
Intently  in  Eliab's  glistening  eyes, 

And  saw  them  shrink  and  quail  as  do 
A  beast's  in  sullen  fear  and  awe  of  man, 

And  knew  him  fierce,  vindictive,  proud, 
And  so  he  said,  "  God  hath  not  chosen  him." 

Then  Jesse  called  Abinadab, 
His  second  son,  who  like  the  first  was  (sooth) 

Of  countenance,  and  as  an  oak 
For  strength  and  stature,  yet  the  prophet  saw 

A  man  not  likely  to  be  wise, 
And  so  he  said,  "  God  hath  not  chosen  him." 

Then  Shammah,  Jesse's  third  son  came 
Before  the  prophet,  who  regarding  him, 

Beheld  a  crafty,  subtle  man. 
Again  he  said,  "  God  hath  not  chosen  him." 

Thus  all  those  seven  of  Jesse's  sons 
Passed  by  the  prophet,  but  the  chosen  of 

The  Lord  was  not  among  the  sev'n. 
And  Samuel  asked,  "  Are  these  here  all  thy  sons  ?  " 
"  There  is  another,"  Jesse  said, 
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"  The  youngest,  David,  whom  last  night  thou  heard'st 

Play  on  the  harp  and  sing,  and  he 
Is  with  the  sheep."    Then  Samuel  said,  "Haste!  send 

For  David,  for  the  feast  awaits." 


'Twas  in  the  cold,  bright  morning,  David  drove 

The  sheep  before  him  down  the  hill 
Towards  the  grassy  vale  below  the  town, 

Where  on  the  dewy  pasture  were 
Outlined  in  elongated  shadows  all 

The  battlements  of  Bethlehem. 
And  when  the  sun  rose  glittering  above 

The  topmost  tower,  David  sought 
A  leafy  refuge  'neath  the  twisted  boughs 

A  fig-tree  stretched  invitingly. 
And  there  some  time  he  sat  upon  a  stone 

With  chin  supported  on  his  hands, 
And  watched  his  sheep  crop  eagerly  the  rich 

Sweet  grass,  the  frolics  of  his  lambs, 
And  thought  of  this  new  honour  to  his  house. 

But  yet  the  words  were  ringing  in 
His  ears,  "  But  thou  art  still  a  lad,"  and  so 

He  took  his  harp  and  struck  an  air 
Of  wild  monotony,  and  playing  sang  : 

"  O  God,  my  soul  is  vexed  within  me  : 
My  spirit  is  downcast : 
Lightly  am  I  esteemed  of  men  : 
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Thou  didst  make  me,  O  God  : 

I  am  Thy  handiwork  : 

Wisdom  and  courage  hast  Thou  implanted  in  me  : 

Thy  majesty  hast  Thou  revealed  to  me : 

Thou  hast  shown  me  Thy  glory  : 

Thy  face  shineth  as  the  sun  : 

The  firmament  is  Thy  mantle  : 

The  light  of  Thy  countenance  giveth  all  life  : 

Thou  hast  designed  to  regard  Thy  servant : 

Wherefore  should  I  be  disdained  of  men  ? 

Thou  didst  exalt  him  that  was  sold  into  Egypt : 

He  governed  the  land  : 

With  wisdom  and  might  he  governed  it : 

His  father  and  his  mother  made  obeisance  to  him  : 

His  brethren  bowed  down  before  him  : 

The  men  of  his  childhood  prostrated  themselves  before 

him  : 
Save  Benjamin,  was  he  not  the  youngest  of  his  brethren  ?" 

And  as  he  sang  one  shouted  from  the  hill, 

"  Thou  David,  son  of  Jesse  !     Ho  ! 
Thou  David,  son  of  Jesse  !  "  David  heard 

The  shouts,  then  listening  heard  his  name 
And  answered,  "  Here  am  I,"  and  quickly  went 

Into  the  open  field,  and  looked 
And  saw  a  man  who  ran  towards  him  down 

The  hill  and  shouted,  "  Leave  the  sheep, 
Return  forthwith  into  the  town,  the  feast 

Awaits  .  .  .  the  prophet  so  commands  .  .  . 
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Thy  father  sent  me  here  to  take  thy  place." 

So  David  took  his  crook  and  ran 
Toward  the  man,  and  when  they  met,  this  said 

To  him,  "  Haste  !     Haste  !  the  people  wait 
Thy  coming."     David  paused  not,  but  ran  up 

The  steep  hillside  into  the  town 
And  through  it  to  the  place  of  sacrifice 

And  pressing  through  the  multitude 
Assembled  round  the  smoking  altar  there, 

Unnoticed  to  his  father  came, 
Saluted  him,  and  said,  "  My  father,  Here 

Am  I."     The  prophet  rose,  and  all 
The  people  rose,  and  Jesse  said,  "  Behold  ! 

This  is  the  lad,  my  youngest  born." 
And  Samuel  looked  and  saw  a  comely  youth 

With  ruddy  cheeks,  whose  countenance 
Was  radiant  with  the  gladness  that  bespeaks 

A  good  and  upright  heart,  his  look 
Was  fearless,  wisdom  sat  enthroned  upon 

His  brow,  his  limbs  were  stalwart  as 
Abinadab's ;  then  Samuel  said,  "  This  is 

The  Lord's  anointed  "  ;  and  he  took 
His  horn  and  poured  the  oil  on  David's  head. 

The  people  then  dispersed. 
But  none  save  Samuel,  Jesse  and  his  sons 

Knew  that  the  Lord  had  chosen  him 
That  day  a  King  in  place  of  Saul,  whose  sins 

Had  brought  rejection  on  his  head. 
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